PART I

CHAPTER I

Never a bird within my sad heart sings
But Heaven a flaming stone of thunder flings.
0 valiant wheel!   0 most courageous Heaven!
To leave me lonely with the broken wings.

OMAR KHAYYAM.

SOMETIMES Doreen found it very lonely in the
convent. She supposed that it was really because
she was older than most of the girls. At seven-
teen they left. They had homes to go to, they
had people who wanted them, and who took them
back into the bosom of their families.

Doreen had no home.

She could not remember the time when she
had been brought here, but the nuns told her that
it had been her mother who had come with her.
Clothes were provided, fees were paid.

When the others went home for holidays,
Doreen stayed on.

" This is your place/* said the nuns.

" If it were really my place, then I should be a
nun," she replied.

It was strange that she had never had any voca-
tion. Usually the girls all went through a phase
when they wanted to become nuns themselves.
They got religion badly. It came and it went,* all
save litde Bertha Strange who had been here when
Doreen arrived, and who now went about in a
novice's habit, and rang the bell for chapel, and
who seemed wholly satisfied that it should be so,
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